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So Spirits ending their terrestrial race,

Ascend, and recognize their Native Place.

This the Great Mother dearer held than all

The clubs of Quidnuncs, or her own Guild-hall:         270

Here stood her Opium, here she nurs'd her Owls,

And here she plann'd th5 Imperial seat of Fools.

Here to her Chosen all her works she shews;
Prose swelPd to verse, verse loit'ring into prose:
How random thoughts now meaning chance to find, 275
Now leave all memory of sense behind:
How Prologues into Prefaces decay,
And these to Notes are fritter* d quite away:
How Index-learning turns no student pale,
Yet holds the eel of science by the tail:                      280

How, with less reading than makes felons scape,
Less human genius than God gives an ape.
Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece,
A past, vamp'd, future, old, reviv'd, new piece,
'Twixt Plautus, Fletcher, Shakespear, and Corneille, 285
Can make a Gibber, Tibbald, or Ozell.

The Goddess then, o'er his anointed head,
With mystic words, the sacred Opium shed.
And lo! her bird, (a monster of a fowl,
Something betwixt a Heideggre and owl,)                290

269. This the Great Mother, &c. <A i 33>.
269. Great Mother <A i 33>.
286. Ttbbald] Lewis Tibbald (as pronounced) or Theobald (as written) was
bred an Attorney, and son to an Attorney (says Mr. Jacob) of Sittenburn in
Kent. He was Author of some forgotten Plays, Translations, and other pieces.
He was concerned in a paper called the Censor, and a Translation of Ovid.
"There is a notorious Idiot, one hight Whachum, who, from an under-spur-
"leather to the Law, is become an under-strapper to the Play-house, who hath
"lately burlesqued the Metamorphoses of Ovid by a vile Translation, &c. This
"fellow is concerned in an impertinent paper called the Censor." DENNIS Rem.
on Pope's Horn. p. 9, 10. <Cf. A i io6.>
Ibid, O&tt <A i 240, and Errata, p. ig8.>
290. A Heideggre <A i